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IANA OF THE IOWER OFF DUY By Joun Kenorick Danes
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AN IF
A BRLEEP YE
WANTL VELL QIT
iTr
—

I wag sittlng on the roof of the Madison
Square Garden the other night, drinking
in the beauties of the scene with my
eyes, when, suddenly leaning, back in my
chair and glantthg up Into the heavens,
what was my surprise to discover that the
chaste but brigzen Diana of the Tower was

absent from her post! I rubbed my eyes
in amagement that this should be, and my
first Ineclination wias to sound an alarm,
since I feared that aome light fngered
Actiaeon had Intruded again upbn the pri-
vacy of the presiding genius of Madison
square, and; reversing the anclent tale of |
villany and wpe, had made off with her.|
I sprang to my feet with a muoMed ery,
when 1 felt & sudden tog at my sleeve.

“Hush!" whispered a sweet but meétallic
volce at my side, and, turning, I beheld
the missing deity, clad In 4 lovely gown
af exquisite make and unusually summmer-
ish pattern, sitting slightly behind me in
my hbox.

“You—here?" T whispered in returm
*“What does this mean?” !
“Only that 1 oceasionally weary of

standing on my toes, In mora or léss feeble
imitation of my cousiny Mereury, as he
used to appear in his famous fIying aet at |
the Elysium Roof Garden, and am  al-
lowed the relaxation of a visit to earth at
certaln Intervals,” the lady replied,

“1 should think ft would be 2 good deal
of a relfet'" said 1.

“It Is Indeed,”” she agreesd. “You don't
know really what an awful job that s
standing up on that pinnacle twenty-four
hours a day with nothing to relleve the
monotony of it save that which comes
from twirling around and around like a|
weather vane, Just try [t yourself once,"”
she added.

“Thank you, my dedr CGoddess™ sald I,
“but twirling on one: foot fsn't exdctly
in my line, especially st such altitudes. It
is as much as I can do to twirl on two
feel on, the surfiace of the earth, let alone
acting as your understudy. 1 am quite
ready to admit that It must be a difficult
jab, '

“There's only one that's equal to 1t, and|
that Is to be a candidate on a fusion|
ticket," she sighed.

a fusion candidate?” I demanded. “You|
never ran for office, did you?"

“Nn, but my friend Argus did onece)”
ghe replied, “He thought he'd like to bhe
Mayor of Olympus, and see who got all 'the !
moneyv they spent on the gold paving con-
traets, and the better wlement from all
the parties zot togather and put him up.
They thought a chap with a thousand eyes|
was just the thing to take hold of the tom-
plications of the hour" |

“Rather a wise conoluslon, seems Lo mig,"!
1 ohserved. “‘He could Keep an eye On
everyhody.”

| of residence?"”

Py -~ And mix them well vou will reproduce
‘What do sou know of the difficulties of | '"The valoe that comes up to me."

PALGUDT IR,

“Humph!™ ejaculated the lady.
be sn; but he was a hopeless astizmatist
in & week, and before the campalgn was
pver there wasn't an eye (in his shole
thousand that wasn't crossed wilh every
other with his trying to see where he stood
with his own backers.”

“Was he olected?” I asked.

“Never," replied Diana. “‘Nemesis ear-
rled the clty by 95,000 majority. But Argus
used to come around evenings and tell me
about his troubles, and I made up my minid
that if it ever came to a cHojoe between
being a weathercock or a fusien Mayor.
1I'd cast in my lot with old Boreas and let
political ambition alone.”

“What do you think of the comparative
merits of New York and Olympus as places
I asked.

“New York is more like the other piace,”
she replied. ‘''Hspecially in the summer
time, when the thermometer begins to
clamber up the side of the tower and spend
his hpurs with me. The volce of the city
which greets my ears ai that helght is ex-
actly like that which used to greet the
ears of the Olympian gods risihg from the
depths of Brebus. Did you ever hear the
voloe of & city Hke New York?"

“1 pever did,” sald L “What ig it like?"

“Well, let me think," said Diana. *“T've
never heen asked to describe it befgre in
precise terms. Did you ever run a file
through your teeth?”
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cer Upon the Navajo Indiang’ te darni'nig
her husband's socks?’ she demanded. =
“Something of that sort.” sald L. “De
you approve of thode ladles?" .
“I'most certainly do," she replied. *“They
are to be engouraged In the work they
do, for ‘don’t you see p woman who' pre-
fers Balzac to her baby, If she devoted her
time to the latter, would probably kill him
before she had him six weeks: and the
miseries of 4 hushand whose socks had
been darned by a woman whose mind dur- -
ing the nperation was ranging through the
Nagvajo couniry in the train of Herbert
Spencer would be appalling, Such a
woman, in her preocenpation, would darn
the big hole at that point of the sock where
tier husband's foot should go in, and then
the poor fellow wouldn't be able to wear ' iy
it at all.” |
“We have been having some Tucid papers i
on the subject of coeducation recently,” 1
observed. ““Would you mind stating for
publication whether yoii helleve In 1£2”
“1 helieve in it In two cases,” she raplied.
“After marriage and at dancing school

Having fun is serious business in New
York, summer or winter, as yvou will see
for yoursell by glancing about you at these
people you meet on the roof gardens. Sece
that young chap over there with the tall

“When 1 was i boy—yes,” said T
“Well, that's the effect the city's volee|
has upon your nerves,” ohserved the god-|
desa.  “If I were asked to write a m—ag‘s-!
zine poem describing it 1 think T should
put it thus:—
“1f vou take the clang of the trolley cars
And an infant's sharp toned wail,
With a dogen or more of wild huzzas
From the anarchists” hidden trail,

‘And a blllien notes from Duss's horn,
Plus the.siren’s strident toot, |
With & shriek from the mass of lone and
lorn |
And the midnight owl's hoot,

“And the sky flung honk of the hurtling
E0082,
With a groan that's deep as the sea,

“1 don't wonder vou like to come down
occasionally,” sald 1. “if that's the sort of
thing you have to listen to every day.
But does the voice articulate at all?"

“Yes," slghed Digna, It ls continually
moaning the message of the town—Fustle
or die! Hustle or die! Hustle or die!” That
is the refrain of the song it gings.""

“Even In summer?" 1 demanded. “T've
always had an idea that New York was
given over to pleasure in summer,”

“True enough,” said Diann. “But, alas!

Pwedarkest man In six countles.

ghass in front of him? That's the fifth
HBeoteh high ball he's had sinee he ar-
rived, and his cigar is the fourth he has
smoked, He's working hard for his pleas-

jure, .and to-morrow morning he'li be the

And those
people in that box to vour right. They
have come In from the country, the cbol,
beautiful, bBlessed country, for this, eaten
a seven course dinner over at the Farragut
Café, and are now full of miserable anx-
lety for fear the performance will not he
over in time for them to eateh the mid-
night train liome."

began, as 1 glanced aver the scene,
“Amd just east your eyes down there at
that table where those three men are git-
ting—aold gray haired men who need noth-
Ing g0 much as sleep.. Don’t you think
they are working hard too? They've been
watching a ticker all day and thi= is the
way they rest at night, and just becaunse
their families ara off spending money at
some expensive resort in the Catskills op
on the Jersey enast they think they are
enjoying the ‘reedom of Bohemia, which
congists of laying up the materinl for a
splitting headache to-morrew morning."

“1'd rather be the iceman,” =all I. "His
Is a voolap Job, But see here, my dear god-
dess, vou don't seem to llke the way we
take our pleasures.”

YN0, sakd she. “Your method is too

its the same everlasting hustle to get it.

strenuous and restlege for me, Of a sum-

hones on, the light of the moon to guide me |un azure field,
bither and yon and the music of the rus-|cozled official
tling frees to enchant mine ear.
gargeous moon in the sky, and real stars |hand, while

|upon the multitude of park acres thal He |stitute for the

Ctherwise nof. The more a husband and

mer's nlght T should much prefer the cool [for the people of the city of New York to- ; they
of the grass in the parks to rest my weary [day | should chobze a cltizen dormant on {:ﬁﬁ; 1:;;r:x;}:inngstoto;eﬂw;.mrehre nI:tsgBrw:r%
avermastered by a i
rampat,
With a|heels with a club flagellant in hs dexter |, nethons invariibly affects when he o
holding oy
twinkling out a friendly gresting to ev- |motio, “Move On!" embroidered upon a flut-| 't know, and
erybody, the bulk of you turn your bdcks|tering ribbon In his fist sinlster as a suh-iilzol]:l];’:g::; ::h::! 11;':13:3:“, m:““'s are
mora 3 :

/i blug| with that irritating assumption of supe- - H
whacking Nis| ity which the more knowledgeahle of 1
aloft the national she Is telling somebody something he or

famillar, but less oo sotnined when two boys and fwo

"“The place is filled with that sort,” I

all ahout you, clumber aboard a stufly el-
evator and his vourselves (o an over-
erowded spot 200 feet above the pavemsant,
glaring with red, white and blue electric
lights, and spend ¥Four precious hours
| watching constellations of frail humanity

wearing iheir bodles and souls out In a

mad gntlenl effort to make you think you
|gve having & good time."

1 laughed at the lack of conskiency he-
tween the lady's views and her own pres-
ence at this functon,

“I don't notice thiat you are down below

there In the park yoursel!, my dear
Diana,” I said.
“No," 'said she. “That’s another trouble

with your little old New York. T tried it
ithe other night, and aflter choosing a se-
questered spot on the Jawn, whire T could
hear the tinkling music of the fountaln, 1
had barely dozed off into that eomfort-
able drowse that takes you to the edge
of dreamland when a burly policeman
cume miong and gove me the merry has-
tinado upon my tired soles.
have a confirmed and constitutional an-
tipathy to rvest ns individuals, but a
statutory and offielal inhibition constantly
land continuously operates to Keep you
'moving, If I ,were asked to design a erest

- AS= | Countrymep—+ Wil
You nnt oniy )

descriptive, B Pluribus Unum. Consecinusly
or unconsciously, you people have chosen
this as your slogan until ‘Move On!' has
become the battle ery of freedom, and
whether you are playing or working in the
High'Court of Humanlty, there [sn't 4 man
Jack of you in these strenuous times that
oan't be convicted of execeeding the speed

llmit. You have hecome perfectly vellow

with what
les."
"Then you don't believe In the moral
conveyed In that exqulsite poem narrating
the doings of the lad who
Bore 'mid enow and ice
A banner with the strange device
‘Excelsior? "

I should call ‘automobillam-

I asked.

“1 do not,” eaid the lady. “Excelsior Is
good material to stuff hotel mattresses and
doll bables with, but Jor myself 1 think
the yvoung man who lott his life advertis-
ing that particular brand of health food
was, In the expressive phrjsaoloey of your

TN
“Ishanld veey rn!u:_-h like your upnion,
my dear goddess” sald I, “en the sub-
joet of the new woman.'
“You mean the kind that neglects her
bahles for Balzac, and who prefers writlng
pispers ont "The Influehce of Herbert Spen-

girlsidance together, The walte should be
constantly differentiated from a football
match or a five o'clock ten: But my gen-
eral attitude toward coedycation was
shown many years ago when 1 wae ong
of the leaders of the Olymplan Soriety.
There was a4 man named Actaeon, s you
may have HNeard, who iried to Join my
swimming eclass for ladles, in the days
long since passed’—

“1 read of the Incident,” said L

“well, vou know what happened (o
[him?'" the lady gueried.

“You turned him into a deer, 1 belleve,"
1 replied. !

“Yes," laughed Diana, *“he Has been &
sthg party ever since'

chant¢e eompanion’s jest, and thengturned

to congratulnte her upon her humor, hut

she had disappeared, and a moment later,

glancing upward at the moon, 1 discoverad

that she had resumed her place upon (he

tower. whence, much to my fealous cha-
1 UDETI-vw

S

comet, who must have been in a receptive
mood, for as 1 left the rool and wandered'
slowly homeward I notleed he was WHE-

ging his tall like a Skye terrier with the

vision of p good supper before him.

1 leaned back in my chair to fﬂugh at my

endeavoring to gotap o TRALSHREERE -

- R O R T R R B o B S i St S i o Wﬂ%-ﬁ*“% k 1

= L O e e e o o o

TheHero, the Husband....the Doy:

HALMERS did not like martial music and very
greatly disapproved of the military, and yet Chalmers
wiag not aupatriotic.

Hearing without the military music he so hated,
Ohalmers rose up from his divap and twitehed to-
gether the heavsy eurtains at the front windows,

therehy shutting off the view from the little boy who stood
there watehing.

“But they are lieroes! heroes! Mr. Chalmers—every one,”
the hoy said in an nggrieved tone.

SWall,” gaid Chalmers, “U'm willing.”  And he lay down
again upon his back, with one foot cocked over his knee,
hix hands elagsped behind his head and his elbows hugged
wver his ears., OUhalmers certninly did bate the military
nneommonly.

1 wonder if Mrs. Chalthers is looking out of the dvawing
room window 2" aid the boy. I lope so. It's all becanse of
her father—that marching there, and—I do bope she is look-
ing.”

“Well, Norman, I ean imagine—with an effort—s way of
finding ont.”

“You menti—to cross the hall?”

“Txactly'—to cross the hall”

ST go”

“Phank vou,” returngd Chalmers. Probably he eonld not
have spoken without a toneh of irony in his fore it he had
tried—and he didn't try.

As Norman turned toward the deor Mrs, Chalmeres en-
tered hurriedly, When she saw Chalmers she paused just
an iustant, but not long enongh to flatter him. She threw
the curtaing wide and opened the window. Norman looked
at Chalmers, then he too went 40 the window. The boy
always responded o the lady’'s love of military spectacles.
Perhaps it was the boy of it :

#TU's the anniversary of the day your father did some-

thing, isn't it, Mrs, Chalmers* Yonr father was a great
here, wasn't, he—DMrs, Chalmers? They—they are  doing
things with their swords, arew't they—Mrs. Chuolmers?”

Still no answer,  Mrs, Chalmers was Jooking ont,

“Phey are. Look st their buttons—look at their buttons,”
he eried, at last too pleased with what he saw 1o care
whether he was listened to or not.”

“Dou't yon think yon may have muade fuss enough?”
Chalmbrs asked,

The boy was abashed, and torned gquickly from the window.

“1 did not medn to annoy you,” he said, with & seeming of
self-repression that belonged to him,

“¥ou dide’t annoy me,” Chalmers refnrued, quickly, Then
he arose from the divan and took from the floor 4 scart
which his wife in her haste had dropped.

sT—1—fear you will take cold," he said, with something of
the little hox's diffidence, as he placed the searf about his
wife's shoulders,

She turned and looked at him with mueh deliberation.
She was #s cold in mapver as a truly passionate woman
knows how to be.

“Phank you,” ghe said, aud eclosed the window.

“#1—1 have ot seen you in several days,” Chalmers hesi-
tuted. “You are well?”

“I gm well, thank you."

“Dinnér will be sarved presently,” said Chalmers, with
sngerness in pose and tone.  “Do—ido we dine lngmlmr?"‘

“T dine at home to-wight—if you mean that,” she replied.

“Yog: and will you await dinner here?”

“Ag well here as elsewhere,” she aeguiesced,  Chalipers
had a conrtly way. He motioned toward a chair near the
fire, and Mrs. Chalmers cavght her breath, as she always
did when she observed in him that tone and manner. She
hoped Ohalmers” mind was on something else. i

“Well, sir?" said Chalmers, tookiug over her head nt Nor-

ma, .
Phe boy had been standing ynite apart, watching them
wistfully. When Chalmers spoke he started. /

“Yon want something® asked Mrs. Chalmers, looking
coldly at him,

“1"—— he hesitated.

“Speak up) said Chalmers, testly.

1 wondered if—to-night, vou would mind if I had my
dinver with yon—or with the housekeeper; if yon had rather
it —— he continued hurriedly.

“Why with ns—or the housekeeper”——

The music and the gold heaid and—every one so gay,
ol —

Chalmers looked stoically at the fire, but he fell very
pitiful

“You mean that you are lonesome?’ gueried Mrs, Chal-
Ters.

“Yes."”

“You may dine with—us’" she returned, shortly. and
looked back at the fire, ag Chalmers had.

“Thank you,” siid the boy.

“Hr—wait here—till dinner is served.” SBhe indieated o

cushion at her feel.

“1 am going to the conntry lo-morrow,
stiffiy.  “I'll take yon with me—if you choose.
have a look at the dogs—if you echoose.™

“Thank won, sir.” And at that moment the music foated
in from the strest. Norman began, boylike, to drom with his
fingers.

SThet's finel” he said;

-

siid Chalmers,
You can

with noeonscions enthusigsm,
“Was my father a hero?' Chalmers and his wite lboked at
oieh other and then; coufenmiptuously, at the little baogy.
When his wife looked at hime Chalmers reddened and turned
ahout. ,

“Norman,” he said, “if it will not disappeint you too
mueh. will you dige with nus some other night?”

“Yes, sir.)”  And Norman rose.

“And—my boy—that trip to the country to-morrow; 1 ghall |

e delighted to have youn go.”

“Thank you,” Norman said again, with a deprecatory smile.

“Norman,” called Mrs. Chalmers, “sivee Mr. Chalmers
prefers that you do not dine with os, T will tell yon siories,
Lhere, after you have hud your tea—if—if yow wish it.”

He wished it, and left the room.

Muan and wife were silent for a momeut, then Chalmers
apoke,

“Yeau did not mind that 1 dismigsed him, did yoo?"

“Why should I mind?”

“1 will try and make it up to him to-morrow.”

“And I—after dinner.”

“Perhaps we have unt—considered the boy enough.”

“Perhupe I have not"—

“Oh, yes you have. 1 was thinking of my own remissness.”

“You know more about that than I do,” she returned,
pointedly. *“I wish yon womld sit down.” Chalmers sat
down.  *1 have wished to spenk with you about this matter
—with your permission.”

Chalmers wished she wonld not be so enrsedly courteons,

“It s but natural that a man shonld bé demonstrative to-
ward his own 200" she bhegan. *1 have thought yon re-
strained yourself on my account, 1f this is true 1 do not
wigh it any more; it 8 unfiir to the boy™

“Now I heg of you," bezan Chalmers.
be more kind to him? 1 fear I am noi
thomghtful of him; I mean to be.”

“You ave,” he said. “Why did youn tike charge of Him?
Becanze you hated me ntterly ¥’

“T did not hate you. Perhaps,” she said. slowly, “per-
haps T did it beenuse of the love T onee bore his father,”

1 never told you I was his father.™

“Yon bronght him to this house to Uve—if I wonld keep
him."

“Might not that have been the impulgive aet of conscions
innocence :

“Why.” she s=aid, with deliberation, “men do make fools
of themselves ovensionally, T suppose.”

—tn

very

by DOLORES MARBOURG BACON.

“Why not I, then?”

“] asked you whose child he was and”—

“When 1 had no rendy answer yon assumed that I was
the man.”

“You never denied it."”

“My God! I ean't,” erigd Chalmers, rising.

“That is spmething to yonr eredit,” she unswered, crimp-
ing the hem of her gown.

“Sinee you decided that the boy was mine, why did you
hitve him here?”

St she said, slowly, *“is one of those things a man is
coustitutionally analle to nuderstand.™

“Try to make me understund.” *

“Well, your son must have my care, sinee he has np
mother.™

“But I ean't nnderstand.'

“I told yom vou conldn’t. Do you not see, sinee you seemed
to regret that his existence forever separated you from me,
1 wanted you should have some compensation 7’

(halmers grew excited and stammered as he spoke. “You
did it for love.of me, hecause 1 ‘seemed’ to regret. You can-
not eall it ‘seeming’ when every throb of my heart was for
yom,™

“1t throbbed for another—there's the boyy you know.”

“What satisfaetion could 1 feel in the daily presence of
thig wretched child?™ i3

“None, perhaps. But I may be forgiven for thinking that
you still have left some rempant of hounorable and gentle
feeling, A man’s own son"—

“You took the child in for love of me, belioving it to be
mine. For love of me! Suy it, Dorothy, =say it!”

“For the love T had felt"™—

“Love cannot die in an hone.
than two years"

“And that boy was less than a yeair old. 1 assure you,
love can die in a minute under favorable eircumstances."

“Suppose I were to tell yon this hoy is not mine?"”

She started forward in her chair, If loves dies gquickly
the habit of hope does not. “‘Snppoese 1 were to agk you:—
“Whaosze child is he” ™ she answered, hoarsely.

“Why, it might be—any one's.”

“Norman onee told me that a little boy ‘might eat 4 bear,” "
she replied. Mrs. Chalmers was artigulating with ditheulty.
This was to be a Waterloo—for somehody on Napoleon's
side,

“Dorathy, in Heaven's pame—you lpve me to-day as yon
did in that first year of our married life. Itis true. Dorothy,
I did not dare dream of that before, but now I know it. |
cannot let this, hour pass—give me one chance—the benefit
of the doubt. Oh., Darothy!"

“There is no doubt,” she said, staring at him.
for something, she didn't know what.

“Let us be recovciled. When 1 believed you hated me 1
had no power to plead, but now for God's sake, Dorothy”——

*1—I"—

“Don't speak, don't speaky’ Chalmers eried. He
holding out his arms,

“What shall T 407" she murmured, twisting her fingers
and looking at Chalmers’ open arms and remembering the
foel of them about hek in the old days. “What shall T do¥"
And then Norman langhed, just without the library door.
They started as the same shaft struck them both.

“Tor the last time,” she said, hurriedly and under her
breath, *who is his father®” ;

T said H—might be any one; it might—why, it might
be your father"—— Chalmers was speaking convulsively,
or he would never have suid it.

“My father,” she repeated. Then Mrs. Chalmers seemed
ta assemble her wits.  “My father—who loved yon as his
owrn' son, whose memory great men celehrated to-day; my
faiher, who loved my mother and her children next to honor!
A hero first, last u‘uu] foreyer, whose word was truth, whoge

s et

You had been my wife less

was

g tains. *It belongs to the drawer of the cnbi ™ Mre

g » cnbinet.t  Mrsa

he hoped Chalmers looked long at the key and longer at the cohinet '|
Chalmers’ secret long had dwelt there, she knew it, avn o6 '

life was truth] Take that back,” she said, looking for all
the world like the old general himself.

“I—take it back,” answered Chalmers. “But I love you ' |
80" ——  Chalmers seemed to be ahout done for. L W

“Madam is served,” spoke the very discreet servant.

“I eannot dine to-night,” she snid, and passed out at np- |
ather door. .

Chalmers gtood in the middle of the floor and looked off / .
where hig wife had gone

“I will do it," he sald, suddenly. “This is hell, and I'll
tell the truth.” He milacked the sofll drawer of a eabinet
near his desk. “And yet, magbe—she wounld hate me fon the
teuth,  She loves me now, for certain. 1 wonder just how
bad the tenth wonld spund.  It's years since even "1 heard
it—years,” he mused as he took a letter from the drawer, |
He spread it carefully upon the desk, It seemed not to have
been read frequently, and it told how Dorothy's hero father
ltad made a mess of his affairs, and how his conscience wis
troubling him now that he.was dyigg, nnd how he trusted
to his beloved son-in-law to square things for him and for
His conscience—and for a boy who wns not his wife's. T
have not the courage,” he had written, “to remember the biy
in my will, lest it exeite suspicion, and now 'm dying LI
havep't time to make other arrangements.”

“0Oh, Lord!" groaned Chalmers. *If I should die. and
Dorothy never know that I was always as true, ns trpe’—

Chalmers wiped the sweat from his face.

“*If Dorothy found T was not the hero she alwiys thought' 4
me 1 should tuin in my grave, " Chalmers read. * ‘Flaven't:
the courage to iguore the child's existence; his mother is
dead. She was u woman 1 knew in Paris. The boy ought to 1
he looked after—leave all to yon' "— i .

“By Jove! It sounds worse than I thought,” murmured '
Chalmers. “No, I gness I won't—but I'd rather be a dead -
hero than a live oue. T won't tell her about the old man, after
all. Well, what the dov— What is it, Norman?"

“I came to hear the story,” said Norman from the door-
way.. Chalmers hurriedly thrust the letter iuto the drawer
and fumblingly dropped the key nupou the floor. While he b
wis trying to find it without overturning his chair or rising
from it Norman stood upon the hearthrug' watching lim,
“I'm to hear a story about her father.”

Chalmers, failing to find the key, Ieft the room, and Mrs.
Chalmerrs entered it.

“Yonr father was a hero, all right, wasu't he, Mrs, Chnl-.
wmers?” said Norman, sitting back on his heels, -

“Yes,” she answered. . -y

“My father wasno't, was he? wistfully. “Mr. Chalmers
onece said he was not” %y

“Are you very found of Mr. Chalmers?

“I—I—don’t know, madam. T think he is very goad,!*
The boy pavsed. Then:—*“Would you mind if 1 loved you,
very much?” A b

“There iz no reason why you should love me at all,™
replied, coldly. 1

“I shonld be glad if you loved me. You do not,” puusing,

“do yon, Mrs, Chalmers? No one does, do they?” He was
Hecoming hysterical in his syntax, and she moved uneasily,

“I'm sorey if [ am not kind"—— L

“Yes, yon are; but I guess we sren’t very happy." He 1
made furtive use of the portiere about his: eyes, Mrs, Chals
mers mechanieally ficked up the key at her feet, .

“It's Mr. Chalmers' key,” said Norman, still in the ctir-.

she: il

had not before permitted her gown to brush the cabiner as
she passed by, hat to-night things seemed different, She'
looked at the key and then fitted it to the lock. There was: .
but one letter in the drawer, and that bore her father's weit- 0
ing. Mrs. Chalmers was a miserable woman and longed '
that night to be near her father. She fingered the letter,
and Norman souffed softly and looked out at the winking
street Tights. ATl the glory of the military had now il
parted and it was raining,

“Ste found your key, Mr. Chalmers,” said Norman from
the window as Chalmers stood shaking in the doorway, =

First she read the letter, thensshe was a Tong, long time,
in Chalmers' arms, and then a small voice said amazedly i—

“I never saw you do that hefore.” [

Chalmers began to laugh and could ot stop.

“T'll be all right to-morrow,™he sobbed, “hut to-night I've
gone clein mud. I know uow that happiness might kil

Nothing ever went wrong again with Mr, or Mrs. Chal-
mers, nud every day thereafter the hoy had the “time of
his lite,” ageording to his own account,



